POSTSCRIPT
English and only realized when he saw the French translation that
there was a few passages in it which he did not consider sufficiently
favourable to the Jews. He demanded their excision, I refused,
and he sold the contract to another firm.
So only in England, as yet, and possibly in France — although
I do not yet know whether this book will appear in France —
may a non-Jew openly discuss the for and against of the Jewish
question.
The importance of this, for you, is that you should realize that
what is presented to you as 'American approval3 or 'American
disapproval' of this or that action of British policy is nSfc American
but Jewish opinion, and that this puts quite another face on the
matter. If you are to fight Germany again/ you must do it for
England's sake. You must not allow yourselves to be egged on by
Jews masquerading to-day as 'German public opinion', to-morrow
as 'Czechoslovak public opinion', the day after as 'English public
opinion', and the next day as 'American public opinion". If
England suffers disaster in coming years, the Jews who have come
to England in these latter years will not suffer that misfortune in
like measure; they will not feel it as Englishmen will feel it, they
will prosper in chaos, and when they feel that a lean time is coming
for them they will make up their minds to sail away.
As I came up the Thames I wondered what my own future
would be. I had promised myself to decide within a very few days
whether I would continue to write about the daily European
scene or whether I would cut loose together, go to Polynesia,
Patagonia or Peking, write about other things than Hitler's eternal
invasions.
I wondered whether, the next time I left England, I should go
in one of those steamers white and gold to s6me far distant foreign
clime. The decision lay before me. I had a few days' time. While
I was locked up in the Legation at Prague, Disgrace Abounding was
published — the most curious things happen to my books. After
my departure from Prague I read the first reviews of it. Somebody
spoke compassionately of my inferiority complex. I never knew,
until I wrote Insanity Fair, what an inferiority complex was, or that
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